
What wicked anddiflembling glafle, of mine 
Made me coni pare, wich Hermit: fphery even/ 

But, who is hzxz? Ly fender, on the ground/ 

Dead,orafleepe? I fee no blood, no wound, 

J^yWfr,ifyouliuc,goodfirawake, p . , s a fmfet ot ttie lwecrcn tilings 

Lyf.Attd runne through fire, I will for thy fwcetefatf Thedecpefi loathing, tothe ftomackebringess 

Tr»nfparent/fc/«fc?,naturefhewesarce, ■ 1 , r t — »h,r mi*nHnelcaue. 

That through thy bofome, makes me fee thy heart, 

Where is Demetrius? Oh how fit a word 
Is th at vile name, to perifii on my fwordc/ 

Hel. Do not fay fo ,Ly finder, fay not fo. 

What though beloueyour Hermit Lord, what though? 

Yet Hermia ftill louesyou : then be content. 


Lyf Content with Hermta? No : 1 doe repent 
The tedious minutes, I with herbaue lpcnt. 

Not Hermta, but Helena l loue. 

Who will not change a Rauen for a done? 

The will of man is by his realbn (ward: 

And reafon faiesyou are the worthier maide. 
Things growing arc not ripe, vntill their feafon: 
Sol, being young, till now ripe not to reafon. 

And touching now,chepomtofhumane skill, 
Reafon becomes the Marfhall to my will. 

And leads mee to your ev es; where I orclooke 
Loues flories,written in loues richeftbookc. 

Hel, Wherefore was 1 to this kecne mockery borne? 
When,atyourhands,didldeferue this feornc? 

1ft not enough, ift notenough, young man, 

Thatl did neuer,nonorncuercan, 

Deferuc a fweetelookcfrom Demetriuse ye, 
Butyourauft flout my infufficiency? 

Good troth you doe mee wrong(good foothyoudoe) 
In fuch difdainfuli manner, mee to woo e. 

Bur, farcyou well : perforce, I mud confefle, 
i thought you Lord of more true genrlencfle. 




r-T^^jv^tllommer nigates arcame. 

O.that a Ladle, of one man refund , _ 

SLjj ofahothrr,thercfore be abul it Exit. 

Sb Lyf Shefeesnot Hermia . Hermta, Retyt thou there, 
Andncuer maift thou come Ly finder Deere, 

F nr 3S a furfet of the fwccteft things 
eepefi loathing, tothe ftomack 
Or as the fie relies, that men doe leaue, 

Are hated mofi of thofc they did deceiue: 

So thou, my furfet, and myherefic 

Of all beehated;but themoft,of mee? < 

And all my powers addreffe your loue and might. 

To honour Helen, *x\6 to be her knight. • txto 
Her. Helpe mee Ljftnder , helpe mce : do thy belt 
To pluck this crawling ferpent/rom my breli, 

Ayinee.for pittie. What a dreame was here? 

Ljfadtr\ ooke,how I doe quake wich ieare. 

Me thoughr,d ferpent eate my heart away, 

Andyoulatc fmilrng athiscrutllpray. 
hUnder what,rcmou’d? LyfanderfLoxd, 

What, out ofhcaring,gon. ? No found, no word. 

Alacke where are you? Spcake, and if youheare: 

Speake,of all loues. 1 fwoune alniofl with fcate. 

No, then 1 well perceiue.you are not ny; 

Either death,oi you,llefinde immediately. 

S»ter the Clownes. 

%tt' Are wee all met? . . m - 

%m. Pat, pat : and heres a maruailcs conuenicnt place, 
for our rehearfall.Thisgrecnc plot fhall be our ( age 

hauthoine brake our tyring houfcj and wee will oei 

aflion^as wee will doe it before the Dkke„ 

Hott.'Peeter Quince ? 
iWWhatfaieft thou,bully,B*/w/w? 

3ef. There are things in this Comedy ,of?yr^ ahd 
thatwiilneuerpleafe. Fir ft, d»* 
a fworde,to kilihimfclfc j which the Ladicscar.uo 
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